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The ocean is unforgiving, and a crew of bold sailors on a death defying quest are soon caught in the storm. Anne is a dashing young captain with strong determination in her heart, but when a torrential wave knocks her overboard, she fears it may be the end of her story.



The water, and the women that reside there, have other plans for her. A beautiful mermaid soon proves to be both her salvation and her pleasure, as she is pulled from the water and into a passionate and sexual embrace.







Tags: erotica, lesbian, mermaid, adventure, sucking teats, oral, fingering, female ejaculation, squirting, wet, mythology, fantasy, scalie, sailors, pirates.







Word Count: 8700














[image: ]







Torrential waters crashed against the ship’s bow, the waves launching salty spray skyward to cascade forcefully upon the frantic crew. “We should have struck the yards!” a sailor’s voice called, barely audible over the roaring wind. Some among the pirates retreated below
 Haste
 ’s deck, leaving the captain and her first mate to serve at the helm.


“We will weather it!” Anne cast her gaze over the dim horizon. The clouds seemed to rupture over an island nearly obscured in the dark, illuminating it’s green terrain of life in the luminous glow of the sun. With each approaching mountainous wave their destination was momentarily obscured, until the rupture of the collision settled and the pirate crew caught sight of it once again. “Look!” Anne shouted, dramatically pointing at the sun graced island. “Our destiny is ahead!” The raven haired captain held the wheel firmly, exposed to the elements at the helm of the sloop. She was a wily natured woman, disheveled by the torrential wind and clad only in short pants and a canvas shirt.



Maria trudged up to Anne unsteadily, moving quickly and carefully across the slick surface of the tilting deck. “This is surely the place?” she asked, her eyes fixed on the island ahead, and beholding the splendor of its vibrant green color amidst the dark horizon. It blinded her to all else. The wind and torrential rain battered her form and soaked her clothes, but she would not be deterred.



“Look upon it, Maria! It must be!” Anne was focused upon their destination. Those who lingered on
 Haste’s
 deck, stared at their destination with wonder. They were ecstatic to see their journey’s end now in clear sight, despite the peril. This is what they had traversed the world to find. “At last!” Anne screamed, her elation and conviction overpowering the roar of the tropic storm.



“Rocks, starboard!” A voice called, followed by a sudden and alarmed cry. The ship shook violently to the rumble of jagged stone scraping across wood, and the wheel turned in Anne’s grasp forcefully.



“Dammed!” The captain threw a hasty glance over her shoulder at the barely visible rocky crag that was now drifting past their stern. The ship was turning in the water despite her efforts to correct the rudder, and now rocked violently as the waves began to plow against it’s port side.



For the first time in months, a surge of fear assailed her. She saw, by the flash of lightning, a hundred ships dead upon abyssal stones, black rocks littered with fragments of wood and half-rotten sails. They were all filled with dead travelers that had once sought this place with the same conviction Anne did now. The inkling suspicion that her purpose was divine had been founded in a belief that few had ever gotten this far, but now she saw that was not true. This may be the end of her journey as it was for so many others, and she struggled to bear the weight of that doubt.



But turning back was not considered. She would stay her course, and if today was her last day, then she would know in her final moments that this destiny was never hers. Such closure to the soul was the sweetest death.



She put her weight behind herself and pushed the wheel to drive
 Haste
 away from the rocks, groaning with the effort required to control the ship. The sloop was unresponsive to her, and the relentless winds pressed it once more against the rock. The collision took her from her feet and ripped the wheel from her hands, and she slid along the slick boards of the deck. Anne quickly scrambled for her feet, but when she looked for her first mate, she had no sight of her. Maria had been standing just behind the captain.


“Maria!” Anne called out, shouting without direction as disorientation steadied her mind.



“I’m here!” Maria shouted. She was braced against the starboard railing just a few yards aft of her captain, clinging tightly as the glossy ebony stone scraped the sloop below her.


A wave surged over the side of the boat, colliding with Anne as she tried to rise. She felt herself pulled from the deck forcefully, thrown and carried by the water’s strength. Her hands grasped frantically at the railing as the flow swept her off of the ship, but she wasn’t able to get a grip the slick wood. Immediately she felt herself ripped into the deep, dragged yards below the surface by the ocean’s dark grasp. Blinded and deafened as the current thrashed her mercilessly around beneath the waves, the captain struggled to orient herself.



It was as if she was a stone sinking in the water, how the current threw her into the depths forcefully. She felt herself collide with the rock some yards below the surface, but could not so much as turn in the water before the shifting ocean tore her away from the stone. She kicked wildly toward her presumed
 up
 , shock nullifying her pain.



She did not see the surface until her flailing arm broke it. Frantically kicking her feet she emerged from the water. Her head jutted up at the waves trow as she struggled to stay afloat. She gasped, inhaling sharply as she frantically took in her new surroundings. She was drifting away from her ship, and watched helplessly as it slammed into a rock over a hundred feet from where she struggled in the water. She rose and fell with the waves, screaming for the ship before attempting a sharp whistle. Even as the boat struggled to turn it’s bow back toward the island, the current was drawing her away . She did not know if they heard her or not. She watched as the wind tore a headsail from its mast, snapping the very rope that bound it.



Disoriented and shocked, Anne was assailed with frantic thoughts as her mind searched for salvation. She should have tied herself to the wheel. She should have struck all the sails and stowed them below deck. She should have done much. She tried to swim against the current as she was able, but the water was carrying her along the rocky outcroppings and further from hope.



Something brushed against her in the water, the smooth touch of flesh beneath the water’s surface. It was as though a hand had felt at her, and for a moment she thought it may be another of her crew, struggling for aid. She submerged herself and looked about in the dark, unable to make out anything more than a few feet away. Just before she moved to surface, she saw the glimmer of scales at the edge of her vision. Obscured by the dark, the unidentified creature seemed to be coming back around toward her again.



She burst from the water’s surface again, inhaling sharply as she took air into her lungs before submerging again, preparing to fend off an unknown creature.



For a moment Anne’s mind could not comprehend what she saw in the watery dark, as the creature approached her reached out with two humanoid arms to grasp her about the waist. Anne kicked frantically, staring at a creature that looked as though a human had been half-swallowed by a fish, at a glance. Then she realized the reality. The mermaid held her about the waist and swam against her. She pushed Anne away from the rocks and into the depths, easily overpowering the captain’s swimming strength.



Anne struggled to free herself. Although the mermaids appearance baffled her, she would not allow it to drag her to the depths. She was prepared to face worse threats than this on her journey to the goddess’ temple.



“Be still,” the mermaid said, her voice reverberating through the water with great clarity. Anne nearly gasped and filled her lungs with water, so shocked she was to hear the abnormal woman speak. She looked upon the humanoid torso and face of the mermaid, observing her slender and beautiful form in the dim light of the depths. She could see glimmering scales along the mermaid’s tail, though they dispersed to a pale human body at the waist. Some scales speckled the mermaid’s sides and encroached along the side of her breasts, but the mermaid had human teats and substantial tits to support them.



The captain did not trust the mermaid’s beautiful appearance or oddly soothing voice for even a moment. She had heard tell of the trickery this place employed to defend itself, from sirens that lured sailors to their deaths to wind that always blew away from the island.



She twisted wildly in the water, freeing herself from the mermaid’s grip and kicking for the surface. But she barely got away from the mermaid when she felt her hand secured around her ankle, dragging her back down to the dark.



“Be calm.” The mermaid’s voice was soft and chiding, as though she found Anne’s struggles to be little more than a trifling annoyance. The half-fish humanoid pulled Anne easily against her chest, embracing the human tightly in the water. One of her hands worked its way around Anne’s back, pressing the floating canvas of her shirt down against her submerged form as her other hand secured itself on the back of the captain’s head. Anne could not escape the mermaid’s embrace, and met her eyes with fear and uncertainty as they were drawn together.



Suddenly the mermaid put her mouth against Anne’s, and kissed her. There was warmth upon her lips, and Anne’s eyes widened in the water as she struggled to fathom the meaning of the action. The mermaid’s exposed breasts pressed against the human’s chest, their warmth seeping into her despite the intense chill of the ocean’s water. Immediately Anne felt an unworldly power radiating through her flesh in several intense surges. She felt energy traversing from her lips to her core, and driving out the water’s chill.



It was a sensation of intense warmth and comfort, and she wondered if she was dying. The abyssal dark around her seemed to slowly grow more luminous, until she could see with ease the vibrant coral and kelp that reached up from the rocky floor of the ocean just below. All that had been obscured to her eyes was being made vividly clear. To her right there was a forest of jagged rocky stones that rose from the smooth ocean floor to the surface.



Her attention snapped back to the mermaid, who had allowed her own eyes to flutter shut in the kiss. Anne let out a muffled noise of confusion into the other’s lips, and the mermaid finally allowed their mouths to part.



Anne realized suddenly what had happened. She opened her mouth, and after a moment of hesitance and doubt, breathed in. The water seemed to flow into her lungs as easily as air would, and she felt instant relief as though she had breathed on the surface. The water could now sustain her life; the magic had changed her nature.



“Wha -” Anne instinctively tried to talk, but was shocked when she found herself able to. Her voice carried easily in the water, and all noises of the storm were merely muffled murmurs from above. “What did you do?” she inquired, speaking the only question that she managed to form amidst her uncollected thoughts. She felt her heart beating forcefully.



“I saved your life. Poor girl, this is no place to be swimming.” The mermaid’s tone of voice sounded almost amused, and continued to hold the captain in her nude embrace, fonding over her.



Now that the darkness had been pushed back, Anne could see the entity more clearly. She was beautiful, with sapphire scales and flowing hair of a dark midnight blue color. Upon her head was a crown of shells and pearls, adorned with three beautiful aquamarine stones. As the mermaid began to pump her tail back and forward against Anne’s body, she felt herself pulled easily through the water toward an unseen destination amidst the rocks.



“I must return to my crew!” Anne said sharply, casting a glance over her shoulder at her minds estimation of the ships location, though she could not make out the bottom of its hull beneath the waves, and had lost sight of it.



“All is well. They will be safe upon the rock.” The mermaid spoke dismissively, but Anne felt herself strangely reassured by the entity’s calm and genuine tone. Now relieved of suffocation, dark, and chill, Anne experienced security and safety in the mermaid’s grasp. Fascination began to replace shock as she realized that death had truly passed her by.



“Where are you taking me?” Anne asked, a small spasm of pain washing through her, She reached behind herself, shocked by the sudden discomfort as thef shock subsided. She could feel a gash in her flesh, although beneath the water she could not tell how badly she was bleeding. She knew from ancient tales that mermaids were often inclined to steal away a sailor for sex, though she had dismissed many of these stories as superstition.



“You are injured,” the mermaid confirmed to her softly, her tone sympathetic as she saw the alert concern in the captain’s face. “I will take you to a place where you can be healed.”



Anne didn’t know if it was an offer or a statement, but she could not protest. She reached around the mermaid’s human back and embraced her tightly, feeling the other’s unusual form moving rhythmically against her as the mermaid pumped her body to swim. It was odd to feel the smooth and yet hard texture of the aquatic woman’s scales along her hip and side, and Anne held her tightly for fear of losing her grip and being left in the abyss.



“What is your name?” she asked, and then, “Do you have a name?” She found herself curious of the mermaid, observing her beauty. Lustful thoughts of a more intimate engagement with the entity only touched upon the edge of her mind, as she was more so concerned with survival.



The mermaid smiled at her cheerily, revealing a row of sharpened teeth. “It’s Sona.” she said. Her playful expression and the amusement upon it seemed to suggest she was somehow attentive to the stirrings within Anne, and the captain quickly looked away.



Anne cast her gaze to the rocky outcroppings at their side as Sona continued to bring her away from the ship, and toward shallower waters on the other side of the obstical. As far as the captain knew there were no habitable islands here but for the Island of the Sea Goddess that had been her destination, but she wondered where this mermaid may have made her home. She seemed civilized, even regal; Anne assumed there were others nearby. “I am Anne,” she said uncertainty, trying to command some authority in her tone. She would not want this mermaid to presume she was meager in nature, despite their circumstances. “Captain of the
 Haste
 ,” she added firmly.



“A lot of captains come here.” Sona didn’t seem particularly impressed. She began to swim toward the surface with Anne in her arms, rising in a nook between two rocky crags. Up ahead the water gave way to the dark again, swallowed up by a chasm in the stone.



“What is here?” Anne inquired vaguely, still rather alert. Her question did not refer to the island, but to the dark ahead. It was not easy for her to simply relax and entrust that the beautiful mermaid would be her salvation, and the ocean was want to punish the uncautious.



“It is a cavern. Half filled with water. Look.” Sona directed them upward and pumped herself against Anne as they rose to surface. When the captain’s head broke the water she instinctively gasped for air, though she had not been lacking. The mermaid had brought them into a place more sheltered from the hurricane, where the water only moved gently against surrounding rock. Up ahead, Anne could see the dark entrance to a large cave. As the mermaid had said, it’s floor was submerged by the rocky ceiling was some yards above the water’s surface.



Anne furrowed her brow. Over the still deafening noise of the wind, she felt as though she could almost make out the distant voices of her crew. The ship had came hard against the rocks and was likely taking water, but Anne knew the men could be able to tie to the jagged stone and climb ashore. They’d be stranded, but safe for the time. She knew not if this storm would ever pass; legends said that the wind repelled the weak, and that only the bold could ever reach the island.



She was a pirate, though it had not been her intention when the journey began. Her conviction in this task was resolute, and she had been unwilling to permit anything to prevent her from reaching the sacred place. The crimes that she and her crew had committed along the way had been the necessary evil’s of a just cause, and she no longer humored self doubt.



Sona released her, then, and began to swim away and toward the cavern entrance. She remained on the surface of the water, her back skyward as she slid out of the captain’s grasp. Anne tensed as she felt herself floating freely in the water once again, but quickly regained her resolve when she found herself able to swim easily in the still water. Even still, the experience of being thrashed about so helplessly beneath the waves instilled her with uneasiness. Some part of her was inclined to want for Sona’s embrace again, trusting the mermaid’s confidence in the water.



The mermaid watched Anne with a warm and encouraging expression, never swimming too far ahead of her. The dark blinded Anne again as she entered the cave, her magically granted low-light vision seeming to leave her out of the water. She swam until she could find a place to climb from the water some yards within the cave’s opening. Heaving herself up onto the rocky cavern floor beside the water, she rolled onto her back and breathed heavily.



Her eyes were slowly adjusting, though there was little she could see past the cavern’s mouth. The water seemed to flow into the cavern for some ways, and on either side of its path there was smooth stone wide enough for someone to walk. Sona continued to swim nearby, patiently allowing Anne a moment to settle her nerves. “There is a torch beside you.”



Anne flinched at the mermaid’s voice, her words echoing through the cavern and dragging the captain back into alert reality. She rolled onto her side and quickly spotted a small heap of items half hidden beneath a dark grey blanket of cloth. Rustling through it, she located an old torch and striking stone.



“What is here? Be there a city of mermaids?” Anne inquired as she hit the steel and flint together several times, eventually igniting the torch. Sona swam closer lazily and drifted into the warm light.



“Not here,” she answered simply, her hand gesturing deeper into the cavern. “But there is something here. A boat left long ago, and many human items that I do not know the names of.”



Anne could feel the cut on her back bleeding, though it did not seem to be as large as she had initially feared. She ran a hand along the length of her body several times, wringing out the water from her shirt and pants and flicking it from her hands. The torches light revealed that the cave went rather deep, but remained open enough to easily walk in. “A ship?” she inquired, doubting the mermaid’s words, as they seemed almost too promising. “I shall need a ship to retrieve my crew.”



As Anne began to walk deeper into the cave, Sona swam alongside her in the water. She seemed to contemplate the captain’s determined stride. Anne’s expression was convicted, but she realized that the mermaid understood her doubt. She turned the first bend of the cave, holding the torch aloft to look down the passageway. “Tell me of you, mermaid.” Anne commanded suddenly, facing the woman in the water with a sharp and inquisitive glare. “Are you a guardian of these waters?”



For a moment, Sona did not answer. When she spoke, her words were spoken with little energy, escaping her by obligation. “All denizens of the sea serve the goddess.”



Anne continued to walk, though she now frequently looked over her shoulder. She was more attentive to the mermaid’s behavior now, despite being unable to read her body language; only Sona’s head was above the water. Still, the captain felt a curiosity forming within her as this entity alluded to a more complex truth than Anne had understood.



This mermaid spoke not of faith or superstition, as sailors were want to do. She spoke as though her duty was divine, and the sea goddess of the island had true domain over her will. The ancient tales had told of armies in the ocean, armed with weapons of preternatural nature to fend off any intruding crew.



“Am I not your enemy?” Anne asked as the question forced its way to the forefront of her thoughts. She could not longer maintain this balance of caution and curiosity toward the entity without demanding to know its true intent. Sona had saved her, but Anne knew the sea would resist her advance.



“I wish for you to succeed, but you have no allies or enemies here. The water does not know who you are, nor do any wish that you be judged unworthy.” Sona said, her voice chided, but still bore some empathy. She reached from the water to gesture at Anne, and then at the cavern wall some distance ahead.



A small sandbank of rubble and dirt emerged as the water grew more shallow. There was a small shallop left there against the subterranean sandbank, abandoned long ago. Anne looked upon the ship attentively, wondering how it might have come to be in this place, or what fate its owners had met, but then returns her attention to Sona when the mermaid speaks again.



“The challenge is all there is. The enemy within you, the entire journey is within. But… not all can reach the island.” Sona said softly, her voice grim with the revelation. Anne’s pirate crew was necessarily not worthy, even if their captain was.



Anne thought of Maria and felt conflict swell within her. She approached the shallop and examined it idly, distracted by her thoughts. The ship was not ancient, but had been left here for some years. The sails had begun to rot, but the ores seemed usable still. There was room enough to seat twelve or more men, and between the benches were several old leather satchels and a small wooden chest, nearly obscured by grey dust as the captain held her torch aloft and examined them. Anne grimaced and turned once more toward the water.



“What then should I do?” she inquired, her tone bearing some indignity, as though she was resistant to looking outward for such an answer. “Sail them to their doom or leave them to their fate?”



“Do what is worthy of you. Stick to your principles. What is the word human’s use for the place of the wheel?” The mermaid’s tone is amiable and encouraging as she speaks. She swims to the rocky shore beside the boat, and reclined there in the water with her breasts against the slick black stone, and her features directed up at the torch-bearing captain.



“The helm.” Anne replies softly. Her brow was furrowed, but her expression slowly relaxed until she permitted herself slight smile at Sona. Once, descriptions of mythical women in the sea had stimulated the captain’s curiosity and filled her with the will to adventure. Now her goal had blinded her to her original inspiration, and left her untrusting and incompassionate. She signed heavily, the soft rusting her of breath echoing through the chamber. “Can you rise from the water, or do I need return to you?” Anne inquired after a moment had passed. Her injury did not trouble her, though she knew it sting when next she entered the water. Admittedly, she was curious to look upon the mermaid again, and feel her touch.



“I am pleased you do not wish to bid a hasty goodbye.” Sona sounded flattered, but the confidence of her tone suggested she was aware of her effect on the captain.



Anne moved to the rocky edge of the walkable path beside the water, and winced as she lowered herself to a sit. She settled her legs into the water and bobbed them gently, planting the torch she carried into the ground so that it would stand by itself. Her hands gripped the rock to steady herself as she looked to her mermaid companion.



Sona reclined on her stomach near the captain, and rested her head on her hands as she met Anne’s eyes.



“I do not despise you. Forgive me if I am guarded.” Anne said, her words an uneasy confession, augmented by a tender tone that did not come easily to her. “I know there are things to test me in these waters that are… not so good natured as you.”



“It is true.” Sona confirmed easily, conceding the point with simple understanding.



“Truthfully, you are a beauty to me. I find myself… enthralled by your unique nature.”



“You are among the more interesting I have encountered as well.”



“How many travelers like me have you spoken to?” Anne inquired. She dreaded that the number may be as astronomical as the wrecked ships seen about the rocky shallows.



“Many, in many years. But few like you. Women have rarely captained the ships of these waters, but pirates and soldiers I know well.”



“It must seem tedious to you, to only know ambitious humans with cruel will.”



Sona removed herself from the rock, swimming aside lightly to approach Anne from the water. “Humans still fascinate me.” She reached up from the water to gently settle her dripping hang upon Anne’s bare leg, curiously touching her. “And their company is not so common that I tire of them.”



Anne looked down at Sona and relaxed to her touch rather quickly. The innocent explorative nature of the mermaid invoked the captain’s own curiosity. She allowed her eyes to rest about Sona’s pale tits. They were pleasantly plump but perky, as though the gently support of the water had alleviated her of the downward tug. The young captain couldn’t help but be jealous of the aquatic woman’s near perfect form. Her own breasts, obscured by the thin fabric of her soaked canvas shirt, were rather small to match her lithely toned form. Anne did not always give great attention to appearing feminine, as there was little advantage to it in her position, barring those instances where she meant to use a sailor’s lust to aid in her control. Captains at sea must be inventive.



“I have been cruel to you. I am... guarded to strangers.” Anne said, by way of apology. “You saved my life.”



“I need not attest to the dangers of sailing to you. Perhaps you would have survived the storm, but I am loath to watch a beauty die in these waters.”



Anne looked down at the dark water beside the mermaid, shyly unable to meet her piercing gaze. She felt unwise and inexperienced compared to the mermaid, and could muster no clever retort to make light of their circumstance.



“Remove your shirt, so that I may see to your wound,” Sona said, gesturing up at the captain.



“Oh - aye.” Anne had become inattentively to the small gash on her back, distracted by Sona’s beauty and mystical mannerism. The gift of the boat meant that her journey would continue, but she was now hesitant to depart from the mermaid’s presence. A flush upon her features, Anne drew the canvas shirt up over her body and exposed her nude torso to the cool cavern air.



The mermaid permitted her eyes to settle upon the pirate captain’s breasts unabashedly, lingering there with half-lidded eyes and lax attention. Anne’s shoulders and neck sported a dusting of dark freckles, inscribed onto her flesh by days beneath the sun, but her breasts were paler and had a softness about them more so than the rest of her lightly toned and sea-hardened form. Her nipples were small and dark pink, jutting out firmly from the summit of each tit as they were coaxed to a point by the cool touch of water and air. Sona’s hand gently migrated up from Anne’s leg, sliding gently along the length of her thigh to settle upon her bare side just above the naval. She reached behind the captain, feeling for the cut upon her back.



“Ah, hold,” Anne said, bidding Sona give her a moment to adjust her position. She turned there on the rock, drawing her legs out of the water and presenting her bare back to the mermaid. Only then when she’d removed her bare breasts from the mermaid’s vision did she secure her hands over them and cover herself for the sake of decency. Truly, she did not feel any less nude before the woman in the water, as there was vulnerability in turning her wound to her the other conceding a weakness.



Radiating waves of soothing warmth flowed through Anne. The mermaid’s hand upon her back seemed to draw the chill out from deep within her, and the pain the cut was immediately soothed. She could not observe what magic Sona had called upon, but the feeling of such pure and soothing energy entering her body filled her with calm elation. A shuddering gasp vibrated out of her throat, but Anne cut herself short when she heard Sona’s soft giggle.



“Feels good, does it not?”



“Aye, touch of summer’s light.”



“You will know warmth when you reach the island. These waters are cool.”



Anne felt the flow of warmth cease, though her body remained cozyily heated by the power of the spell. She rolled her shoulders back and exhaled peacefully, granted much ease without the distracting chill of pain. She knew that the wound was gone, but reached behind herself to feel the place where it had been still. Her hand settled gently over the mermaid’s, for but a moment.



Anne slowly turned to face Sona again, a more blatant uncertainty upon her features as her tough demeanor abandoned her. She did not cover herself now. Sona was also exposed, so she felt no need for her to guard herself with such reservation. Rather, she was feeling an urge to present more of herself to the mermaid, and know the other better in turn. Her legs settled into the water on either side of the mermaid, but she did not feel its chill.



“My father was a merchant, and my mother a diplomat of the gold seas. So I did regard myself a daughter of the water.” Anne spoke softly and in an amicable manner, exposing her drive. “And I was adept at adventure. With no roots, it was in my nature to go out, ascend the horizon.”



“It is a sweet thing, to leave behind burdens and abide your true nature.” Sona replied, seeming to understand.



“But I'm not a creature of the sea. Not a master of it, as you are. Though I have sailed, the ocean still punishes my every misstep.”



“You’re afraid,” Sona said, her voice expressing agreement, as she interpreted the point Anne meant to convey.



Anne is silent for a long moment, her eyes flicking between the mermaid’s sapphire eyes and the torches reflection upon the cavern water. “How could I not be?”



Sona settled her hands against Anne’s hips, gently massaging her sides with a smooth motion of her fingers. “Do not insist upon mastering the sea. Only master yourself, and be true to your purpose.”



The captain nodded hastily. “Aye, I surely will try.” She looked down at the mermaid’s pale hands upon her side. They seemed to hover just above the hem of her short pants, though Sona made no move on her. “Once, all I wanted was the freedom of isolation. To be upon the water alone was addicting. The ocean had never hurt me, and I could say that of nothing else in my heart.”



“It is as I said. The ocean, the journey, and the natural forces of this world, are not here to hurt you, but rather to test you. Stay your course.”



With a gentle tilt of her head, Anne concurred. Her eyes were wide as a new conviction ignited within her, and she felt all fear and uncertainty leaving her. “You have done me good,” she said to Sona with simple grace.



“I would serve you still, if you so desire it.” Sona offered. Initially Anne seemed confused, though her brow raised curiously. But as the mermaid’s fingers gently curled around the hem of her pants, it became clear what the woman of the water was offering.



“I’d be shy to receive such a gift after all you’ve done,” Anne said, a blush upon her features.



“This is a gift I’d be pleased to give.”



Although the thought had danced amidst Anne’s thoughts since she first beheld the mermaid, it was odd for her to address her carnal desire so directly. Sona was beautiful, but her nature was so distanced from any Anne had known. Her form diverged from humanoid to something like a scaly fish at just the waist, and Anne observed that the divide between the human portion of Sona and her scaly tail angled downward at her hip. It seemed as though her vulva preceded the place where soft human flesh became scaled tail, so that the mermaid’s sex would be familiar to the captain. Such was currently obscured by the reflective surface of the water, and Anne had not thought to look before.



“This the reward you claim for those lives you save?” Anne asked, chuckling heartily.



“It need not be. Most are not so desirable as you. Although have what mermaids call… a leg fetish.” Sona said, grinning as Anne burst into a fit of laughter.



“Truly so? I suppose they must be very odd to you.” Anne ran a hand along each of her bare thighs, scooting forward slightly.



“I’ve gotten used to them by now.” Sona said, lifting her shoulder in a small shrug.



After a moment more of contemplation, Anne hooked her thumbs around the waist of her pants and pulled them down. She lifted her legs over Sona’s head and lowered them again toward the water once the shorts were off, and permitted Sona to appraise her nudity as she placed her pants behind herself with her shirt.



Unseen beneath the surface, Sona’s body pumped her forward gently in the water to bring her face in between Anne’s legs. Sona’s head was at the level of the pirate woman’s crotch, and the mermaid settled in close. Her hands rested on either of Anne’s lightly toned thighs, leaving them slick with water.



Anne’s slit was adorned with a small tuff of black hair, trimmed short. She reclined backward and braced herself with her hands upon rock to her rear. Sona’s face approached her sex steadily. It felt sudden to engage with her in this way, and Anne’s heart was still adjusting from the stress of the storm. She wanted this, and knew that when she left this cave the opportunity may be lost to her forever. She may even die upon the sea, and never know another woman’s touch again.



Sona’s warm breath washes over Anne’s slit as the mermaid hesitates near her, the sides of her face just inches from either of the pirate captain’s thighs. She looks up toward Anne’s face, her sapphire eyes seeming to request permission before contact began.



Anne nodded slightly down at her, exhaling a long shuddering breath. The mermaid’s lips parted and her tongue emerged from her mouth to gently move along Anne’s slit, licking it tenderly from base to hood. Anne gasped as she felt the aquatic woman’s tongue slickly sliding over her petals before teasingly nudging her clitoris. The stimulation was initially shocking, as despite her arousal her body was physically unprepared for the sexual engagement. She was tense from the journey, even if the waters chill had now left her.



Sona’s cool blue lips followed her tongue forward, settling down upon the height of Anne’s sex in a gentle kiss. The mermaid pursed her lips and suckled gently upon Anne’s clitoral hood, her tongue working in small circles just within her mouth.



Anne trembled where she sat, shocked by the sensation of the mermaid’s kiss upon her clit. Her thighs tensed inward against the mermaid’s head, squeezing her gently between them and seeming to force the other’s head forward snugly against the her pussy.



Sona was pleased that she was able to provide such pleasure to the captain. It had been some time since she’d been with a human woman, and it often took a bit of experimentation or inquiry to discover what they liked. Men, in that regard, had been simpler in her experience. The mermaid was hardly new to way of women, however, and moved her tongue along Anne’s slit in a rhythmic way as her nose nudged against her clit. She used the motion of her face to pleasure the captain, keeping herself securely pressed against the other’s pussy as arousal began to wash over the captain.



Anne’s tension was leaving her. As Sona began to press past her petals with her tongue and lick about her inner walls, she felt herself relaxing to the mermaid’s invasion. Sona relished her sweetness, tasting her arousal as her tongue moved between Anne’s lower petals and slid more deeply into her sex. She moved her tongue slowly forward, retreating only when Anne’s pleasured sighs became sharp enough to suggest a hint of discomfort. Sona would retract her tongue and then move it forward again, slowly thrusting herself progressively deeper into Anne’s sex as the pirate captain surrendered her reservation and relaxed to the pleasure.



The captain’s arms bent as she leaned back, lowering herself against the stone. Her sex angled up toward Sona, encouraging the mermaid to press into her and work her tongue as deeply as its length permitted. Now that Anne’s hands were free, she moved them to her breasts. The young captain gathering up the soft presence of her tits in her hands and rubbed them tenderly, massaging her perky mounds in eager self stimulation as Sona hastened her oral efforts.



Sona’s hands slid around Anne’s hips to secure themselves firmly upon her ass, guiding the human firmly forward to her mouth. She squeezed the captain’s ample rear and extended her tongue deep into her pussy, working it back and forth along Anne’s slick inner walls. The mermaid seemed desperate for a greater taste of her, lapping at Anne’s inner wetness and moaning out her appreciation for the gifted wetness.



Anne’s eyes unsteadily drifted upward, her neck relaxing as she laid her head back against the rock and stared upward at the black cavern ceiling. The sensation of the mermaid’s tongue moving deep within her pussy, even as Sona’s nose stimulated her clitoris, was a sensation unlike anything she had experienced in months upon the sea. She had not realized the extent she longed for this pleasure until she experienced it, and now she was dreading its conclusion.



“Don’t stop,” she said quietly between heavy breathes, allowing her focus to settle entirely upon the pleasure she experienced as all other concerns departed from her mind.



Sona opened her mouth widely to encompass Anne’s vulva as her tongue worked as deeply into the human as it could reach. She made love to the woman’s sex, seeming to make out with it as passionately as a lover. Anne settled her fingers upon her small dark nipples and stimulated her own areola with a gentle circular touch, breathing at a heightened pace as the mermaid’s pleasure continued.



The mermaid didn’t stop, but withdrew her tongue from within Anne to move it upon her clitoris. She slurped and licked hastily, the soft pink muscle working in quick circles around the captain’s clitorial head and sending waves of overwhelming pleasure through her. Anne gasped sharply, her hands tightly gripping her own breasts as she felt the stimulation heightening with each passing moment. Pure ecstacy cascaded upon her in intense waves.



Anne’s noisy moans echoed through the cavern as the mermaid’s ceaseless licking stimulated her slit and clit vivaciously, energetically pleasuring the human as best as she was able and offering her not moment of respite. The captain’s orgasm sets upon her with inevitable strength, surging through her with intensity brought by long neglect. She shrieks loudly as her pussy tenses and convulses, her lower body spasming against the mermaid’s mouth and tongue.



Sona grinned to herself as the woman orgasmed, moving her tongue immediately back into the captain’s sex to lick up her ejaculate and savor the taste of her pleasure. Anne’s sex was hot against her tongue, and noisy moans continued to escape the captain’s lips as Sona licked the inside of her sensitive sex.



“So good,” Anne gasped, unable to muster the strength to lift her head and look upon Sona. She stared up at the cavern ceiling with wide, baffled eyes, unable to remember ever experiencing such sexual pleasure. “I needed that,” she softly confessed, her eyes fluttering shut as she finally regained some composure. The mermaid continued to lick her, but slowed her pace to a gentle movement of her tongue as the captain recovered. Eventually, she drew her tongue out of Anne’s sex to speak.



“A bit of a parting gift. You deserve it.” Sona’s voice was sweet and alluring, and Anne sat up to look upon her face, still slick with her girlcum, though the shine of her wetness did not subtract from her beauty.



“You’ve done a lot for me. Come,” Anne said, beckoning the mermaid up. “Get up here. Can you?” Her voice was enthusiastic as she found herself excited to explore Sona’s unfamiliar body.



Sona grinned at her slyly, her sharp teeth shining by the torchlight. Securing her hands upon Anne’s thighs, she pumped her tail in the water and thrust herself up in a single powerful motion. Anne jolted and pulled back as the mermaid flopped up and onto her, pushing the captain back onto the ground. A little noisy little ‘oof’ escaped Anne as Sona wiggled on top of her, awkwardly scooting up along the her body until they were face to face. It was not easy without legs.



Anne laughed heartily. “There you go!” The sensation of the mermaid’s naked form upon her was odd, as she could feel the scales of Sona’s tail along her legs. Sona placed her hands on either side of Anne and lifted her torso, peering down at the human’s torchlit expression with clear excitement.



“How is it that you mermaids do it?” Anne inquired, reaching up to settle her hands on either of Sona’s breasts. The scaling faded out more slowly along Sona’s side so that some scales could still be seen and felt along the outer sides of her tits, but the majority of each breast was comparable to a humans, but for their unnatural and sightly perkiness. Such tits made Anne rather jealous, in those instances where they were not in her hands. She was not generally self conscious of her body, as a lithe form was better suited to fencing and did her favors when she wished to go unnoticed.



Sona closed her eyes, allowing the human to feel her breasts. “Not so different then what I’ve done for you, for these mouth things.” Sona said, tilting her head in a lieu of a gesture from her hands, as they supported her upright. “Though often in the water, where we might be stomach to stomach, like this.”



“I can imagine myself your embrace,” Anne replied, though such a position was likely used with a mermaid and merman, as opposed to a mermaid and a landlubbing human woman. “You’d need do most of the work.” Anne snerked cheekily, guiding one of Sona’s breasts to her mouth. She settled her lips around the mermaid’s dark pink nipples, kissing them just as Sona had laid a kiss upon her clit. Sona’s skin had the familiar salty taste Anne had known before upon the tits of others, and she found herself affixed with the familiarity. Moving her tongue in gentle, slow motions around the mermaid’s areola, she gently teased and licked the teat in her mouth.



Sona exhaled with a soft shudder, her body flopping gently against the captain below her. Anne’s smooth legs rubbed against Sona’s tail, and she could feel the slight tickle of Anne’s pubes against her own hairless crotch. As Anne had observed, Sona’s sex existed on the human portion of her body near the place where soft flesh became scale, and rested against Anne’s mound. Sona arched her back to permit the human easy access to her breasts, supporting herself while Anne suckled her teat and worked the other nipple between her fingers.



“You like those, don’t you?” Sona inquired in a playful and teasing tone, observing how hungrily Anne suckled and licked her teats. The pleasure was almost an over stimulating sensation to Sona, though she was enjoying it more with each passing moment.



Anne drew her lips away from Sona’s nipples to softly reply, “They are superb.” A strand of spittle dangled down from the mermaid's teat, drizzling over her. “Turn yourself so I can get at ya’,” Anne said, gesturing with a hooked finger.



Sona’s eyes widened slightly with curious anticipation. She began to turn herself around upon the human, flopping in as effective of a manner as she was able. Anne helped her turn, and then held her around the midriff as Sona laid with her back to Anne’s stomach. Her dark blue hair cascaded down beside the captain’s face, and dripped on the cavern floor.



Anne’s hand moved slowly along Sona’s torso, beginning at her stomach and steadily traversing the few inches between her hand and the mermaid’s sex. The mermaid’s eyes were trained upon it, feeling the warmth of Anne’s touch creeping toward her sex. She relaxed upon the human, reclining on top of her with clear leisure as she permitted the captain’s exploration.



The tip of her fingers graced over Sona’s clit with a gentle touch, resting upon her sex gently. She kept her fingers together and allowed the middle two among them to move in a gentle circular motion upon Sona’s clitoris, massaging it tenderly and coaxing quite a reaction out of Sona. The mermaid’s breath heightened as she watched the captain finger her, the human’s fingers quickly becoming slick with the mermaid’s aroused wetness.



Sona’s tail lifted and flopped back down gently against the captain’s legs, a small squeak escaping her as the stimulation caught her somewhat by surprise. Slowly her moans escalated as Anne continued to pleasure her clit, assaulting the mermaid’s center of pleasure directly with a fast and steady motion of her fingers. She moved her other hand from Sona’s side to her breast, cupping the plump tit in her palm and massaging it against the mermaid’s torso.



The sounds that escaped from Sona’s mouth echoed through the cavern, the sharp tones of her pleasure traversing the dark to escape out into the storm outside. For that moment, they felt so cozy. They shared each other’s warmth, in solace of the storm, with an intimate moment by torchlight.



Anne leaned up and cooed a soft noise of contented pleasure into Sona’s ear. Her fingers worked their way into Sona’s pussy to coat themselves in the mermaid’s wetness before returning to her clit.



“Oohh… yes, yes - yes,” Sona’s voice grew tense and her tone rose a pitch, the repeated word catching in her throat. Anne was spurred on by the noises of pleasure she emitted, and continued to work her clit over in an almost aggressive manner, overwhelming Sona and driving her quickly over the edge. When the mermaid orgasmed, a substantial spurt of her cum blasted out onto Anne’s fingers. She flopped up and down wildly, squirting out several quick surging pulses of girlcum as Anne thrusted her fingers into her sex and works a thumb around her clit.



Sona didn’t have a human ass, though the shape of her tail where her rear would be does seem to include soft mounds of flesh like buttocks, securely nestled into Anne’s lap. Her scaly behind rubbed against the captain’s crotch as Anne continued to finger her through the orgasm.



As Sona’s breath began to subside, the two laid together in quiet ecstasy. Anne’s hand gently worked itself over the mermaid’s tit, running along her erect nipple and massaging the perky breast in an idle manner.



Anne exhaled softly, her touch slowly to a calm motion and eventually ceasing as her fingers settled into a rest upon Sona’s sex. “That was fun,” the captain said, grinning from ear to ear.



“Ah yes… it had been too long for both of us, I think.” Sona reached back to cup Anne’s face in her had, peering down at the captain’s tousled features with a great deal of affection. “I am remorse to see you go.”



Anne leaned up again to plant a small kiss onto the back of Sona’s ear. “I am sorry to leave in such haste. I admit I feel great curiosity toward you and… no doubt will long for your touch when I am gone.” Anne’s tone became soft as she speaks more somberly. “But I will return here, with the wind at my back, when my quest is over.”



“I hope you do.” Sona said. She wiggled off of Anne slowly, slipping back into the water and allowing the nude pirate to sit up.



Anne watched her aquatic companion moving in the water, and then directed her attention back to the shallop. “I do not suppose you can follow us in the water.”



Sona shook her head gently. “I am sorry, but my place is here.”


The captain rose to her feet, permitted Sona a last appraisal of her unobscured naked form before she began to dress herself. “And mine there. I will succeed in my mission. If the gods will it, I will not lose a single man upon the sea. Let my worth testify to theirs.” Anne drew her soaked canvas pants back over her legs and slipped into her shirt, pulling the wet cloth tightly over her lithe form. “I shall cherish the memory until my return, then.” Anne added, more tenderly, with a nod of her head to punctuate her confident claim.



Sona slowly drifted away from the rocky shore, and gave the captain a final wide smile before disappearing beneath the waves. Were it not for the crew’s current predicament Anne would surely haves stayed with her longer, but she could abide the bittersweet departure on the condition that she would one day see Sona again. It was yet another thing to strive for as she set out to complete her journey to the island.



The crew would doubtless be surprised to see her return from the dead with a ship and a small chest of treasure, but Anne had a knack for escaping a rocky situation without a scratch.



She climbed aboard the shallop, checking its seaworthiness and examining the goods its last owner had left behind. With a last longing look toward the water’s surface where Sona had been moments before, Anne began to row back to her stranded crew.
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Did you enjoy this novella? Tell us about your experience or leave an Amazon Kindle Book Review to share your thoughts!
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